University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

10-1960

Exponent, October 1960
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "Exponent, October 1960" (1960). The Exponent. 482.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/482

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

Onenct:s
a magazine of prose poetry and att

FALL @ 1960

Incidentally ...
Within the past few weeks, a number of
people around this campus have hailed me with
the question: ‘‘When is your magazine coming
out?” I regret to state that I did nothing to
alleviate their anxieties. In fact, I gave them
neither a definite date, nor an explanation.
Chances are if they could have seen the con-

fusion that was my office their question might
rather have been: “Why is your magazine coming out?”
Now, at last, I turn to bay. If anyone thinks
that the EXPONENT has madea late appearance this fall (I myself don’t think we are too

far behind schedule) I offer this explanation: I
have always nurtured a black and deep-rooted
hatred for magazines that appear on the newsstands several months before the date on the
cover. Long ago I resolved that if I were ever
invested with even a slight amount of power on
any magazine, I would, in some small way, make
reparation for this crime. I meant to correct
this by bringing out a magazine on a date corresponding to the one on the cover. (Notice how
cleverly we got around this by dating the EX-

PONENT Fall, 1960.) Now I feel that I have
atoned for the crime, and my soul is satisfied.

The weeks of waiting are over, my friends.
Here is the EXPONENT.
The EXPONENT starts off the school year
1960-61 by continuing some policies previously
initiated, and by initiating some new ones.
Under the headng of continuing previous
policies, we offer you an art staff that continues
to outdo itself. In general the subject matter
contain the same types of writing that it has
contained: some poetry, a short story or two,
a vignette, book reviews.

As for what’s new, The EXPONENT is
sponsoring a contest in creative writing. This,
we feel, is a bold new step that we hope will
appeal to you.
Also in this issue we are introducing a new
type of book review. We plan to make the book
review section a regular feature, rather than a
sporadic article. The section will consist of several short reviews, which will not be confined
to new books, but will also include books written
some time ago that deserve to be re-viewed.
Thus, the title SURVIVORS AND NEW ARRIVERS.
We feel we have some outstanding material
in this issue. Therese Geis combines the homey
and the grotesque in GREEN THUMB to give
us a different sort of science fiction story. Mary
Mattingly subtly and artfully presents a contrast of character in THE NEW ONE. And Jim

Cain, familiar to readers of the FLYER-NEWS,
enters the creative writing field with his short
story, entr’acte.
Poetry? A wide range of it—from O’kane’s
unconventional harmonizing of the meaning of
words with position on the page, shape of a
line, to Therese Geis’s restrained, Gothic-sculptured “Lines to the Virgin.” Valerie Laczko, a
previous contributor, scores again. And, a welcome innovation—the mountain would not come
to Mohammed, but the Mount has come to us:
Mount St. John, that is, in the persons of Brother
Michael Morris, S.M. and Brother Dennis Wernersbach, S.M.
That’s it. I sincerely hope you enjoy our
first effort.
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DAYTON 9, OHIO

Fiction by James Cain
illustrated by Tom Miller

In the jungle, wariness was a thing alive

7

ent ke? acte
I
The mists drifted away, leaving the small
installation, perched precariously atop the
mountain, open to the warm and welcome rays of
the sun. Streams of vapor rose from the deep
emerald of the jungle below into the brilliant
turquoise of the sky above.
The young man let the door close behind
him and leaned wearily on the railing of the
small balcony. Just beyond him swallows darted

after the multitude of insects that shared the
mountain top with the men. Bugs of all sizes and
shapes coated the screens of the building. Going

One of the swallows darted and caught the bug
with a snap.
For a while then he fed the swallows, admiring their grace in flight. Tiring of this, he
lit a cigarette and turned his attention to the
vast panorama around him. The land rose from
wide bays, through tangled jungles, to the tops
of the rugged mountains, and back down again
to the flat central plain of the island of Luzon.
Rich, full and varying shades of blue, green, and
yellow played across his vision, highlighted by
the more somber tones of a barrio, or the ordered

to one of the screens, he picked one of a variety
of moths from it. Returning to the railing, he

lines of cultivated land.

threw it into the air where it started its flight.

sently up the plain into the blue haze mountain

Drawing on his cigarette, he stared ab-
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distance. The reflection of the sun from the
concrete building glinted off the gold globe-andanchor emblem of the Marine Corps pinned to
his collar. He was young, slightly under six feet
tall, with blue-grey eyes. The eyes were deep
set on either side of a once straight nose, now
crooked in the middle, a memento of high-chool
football.
With a sudden movement, he ground out
the cigarette under his foot, and went indoors.
In the barracks room he approached the Corporal
in charge of his section. He asked permission to
go down the mountain and into the jungle.
“What’da you want to go on a hike for?”
“Oh, just for the hell of it. You know, roam,
take a few pictures. That sorta thing.”
“Who’s going with you?”

“No one.”
“T don’t think it’s too good of an idea.”
“Why 2

“Well, the jungle isn’t safe for a lone man.”
“TI grew up in a woods.”
“Yeah, but that ain’t a jungle.”
“Same difference, they’re both a bunch of
trees.”

“OK. Reason number two is the Huks.”
“So what about them ?”
“They’re dangerous, that’s what about
them.”
“Hey, buddy-buddy, this isn’t rice country

here.”
“What’s that got to do with the Huks?”
“The center of their activities are in rice
country.”
“Who told you that?”
“The Philippine Constabulary first sergeant.”
“You sure you heard this from the P.C.s?”
“Yes I’m sure. He also said that if there
were any in this area, they were few and far
between.”
“OK. You can go on your hike. But, take a
.45 with you. And a machete.”
“Thanks.”

“Yeah.”
II
The sun was directly overhead, but here it
was only a muted green-tinted glow. Like so
many baby spotlights, shafts of sunlight shot
down from the great height of the canopy above.
Vines and undergrowth made travel, except along
the trail, almost an impossibility. The ground
was soft to his feet and he began to feel he was

the water buffalo of the islands, lounged in the
water, struggling to their feet at his approach.
They stood eyeing each other, until he unslung
his camera and took a few pictures. Then they
turned, and, casting glances back over their
shoulders, made their way into the jungle.
He wound the film, re-slung the camera,
and sat down to enjoy the peaceful scene. He
marveled at the silence, broken only by the
sounds of the jungles inhabitants. Even in the
woods at home there had been the occasional
sound of planes or man. But here it was as if he
were alone in the world. Adam in a khaki shirt
and a pair of levis, sitting beside a jungle stream,
smoking a mass produced cigarette. He laughed
silently to himself.
lil
The cigarette finished, he crossed the river
to continue his way. Had he not been watching
his footing so carefully, as he jumped from rock
to rock, he would have noticed the man step into
the clearing sooner. As it happened, however, he
looked up into the muzzle of a half raised rifle.
Startled by the abruptness of the man’s appearance, the Marine dropped his hand quickly to
his holster, arresting his movement on a small
movement of the other’s rifle.
Long moments they formedatableau.
Smoke-blue eyes looked into dark, liquid brown
eyes set in a light brown face. The Filipino’s
nose was long and slightly spreading, the nostrils flaring at the moment. Wariness was like a

live thing in the air.
The American broke the spell by raising
his hand to his shirt pocket and withdrawing

his cigaretttes.

Holding them at arm’s length,

he offered one to the man facing him. The other
hesitated, then lowered his rifle and accepted the
offered cigarette. The American took one for
him-self, then lit the two. Dropping the lighter
back into his pocket, he extended his hand.

“Pete Carlson.”
The Filipino’s brows lifted, but he grasped
the hand. “Santiago Balinlang. The Americans

called me Sam during the war.”
“The war? Philippine Scouts?”
“Guerrilas.”

“Huks ?”
With growing wariness, ‘’Opo, yes. Is there
something wrong with that?”
“No, no, it’s not anything wrong, but rather
something I don’t know.”
“Something you don’t know ?”

slipping back, back to the beginning of creation.

“Yes, exactly what are the Huks?”

Creatures of the jungle, the huge pythons and

“Why Qn

giant iguana lizards found their way, via image,

“Why what?”

within his camera.

“Why do you ask?”

White water, hurtling a barrier of rocks,
and falling into a deep, still pool, sent an inviting
sound reaching to him before he came out of the
forest and into a small clearing. Three caraboa,

“Curiousity. I don’t like it when there’s
something I don’t understand.”
“You alone?”
“Yes, why?”
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The caution had returned to the Filipino.
He glanced around quickly. “The P.C.s are looking for us around here.”
“The only P.C.s I know are the ones at the
check point and they aren’t anywhere in this
area.”
“OK, but it’s not a pretty story.”
“T never imagined it as such.”
IV
“Before the war, we had nothing. The land
was owned by people who cared nothing but for
what they got themselves. We had to borrow our
money from them in order to buy seed and to
support our families until the crop was ready
to harvest. We had to plant, care for and harvest
our own crops. Then when the crops came ripe,
we had to pay the landlord in rice. And we had
to pay interest in rice. Almost every year the
part we owed was greater than the part we had
coming to us. Those years we ate tapioca root.
We produced the most important food in the
islands and couldn’t eat it.”
“The Japanese came and we fought. We
fled to the hills and banded together to fight.
Those that stayed in the barrios supplied us with
food, gave us refuge, and supplied us with arms,
arms stolen from the Japanese. And these barrios fell, helpless, to the onrush of the invaders,

My father died this way. And we fought. We
became the Hukbalahaps, Army of the People
against the Japanese. What were we fighting
for? A land that hadn’t been ours for over three
hundred years.”

He paused and slipped into thought. Then
spoke again, words spilling out in a gush.

north. Do you think I want my family raised
among non-Christians? Do you see any reason
why I can’t have land here, in the area of my
birth. Here where my parents are buried. No,
I won’t surrender. To hell with Magsaysay if
that is what he suggests.”
“But, what’s coming? You can’t fight
progress.
And your islands are progressing.
Maybea little slowly, but it’s coming. What, who
are you going to fight?”
“The men who came to us after the war
say that all that comes from Manila is false.
That it is the talk of men who would be rich with
the sweat, labor, and money of others. This kind
of man can and will be beaten. That’s who we'll
fight and why we'll fight.”
V
After the last outburst, a deep silence settled over the jungle clearing. A monkey chattered a distance off and a family of wild pigs
moved through the matted growth across the
stream. Both men stirred uneasily.
Carlson
finally spoke.
“Well, I'd better be going. It’s a long walk
back up the mountain.”
“Could I ask you one favor?”
“What’s that?”
“Your lighter. I saw it when you took it
out. Could I have it? As a gift?”
“Yeah, here.’”’ He handed him the lighter
that was engraved: Peter J. Carlson, 1561790,
USMC, Hawaii, P. I.
“Salamat-po. Thank you. Goodbye.”
“Yeah, bye.”

VI

“Finally the war was over, our land was in

After Pete had relieved the other man of
duties as check point sentry the next night, he

ruins. Manila was in ruins. We knew we’d have

began to converse with the P.C. on duty with

to build it over again. But we expected conditions changed. But it was all the same as before.
So we kept our guns and used them. Then men
came and told us that the rich of Manila were
the ones at fault. That if we would kill these
leeches we could finally inherit our own land.
That we could run the land the way it should
be run, not for the rich politicians in Manila, the
traitors that were as friendly to the Japs as they
were to the Americans when they came, but
rather for us. Now we are outlawed. We are
Huks, bandits, hunted for wanting liberty.”

him. The talk ranged from Pete’s girl at the
base to movies in Manila.
Pete was standing in the doorway watching
a bus disappear down the road, when the P.C.
first sergeant walked over to talk with him.
“Pete. How’s your girl?”
“Oh, hi sergeant Bato. She’s fine.”
“Go see her last night?”
“Yeah, sure. I always do. Sometimes.”
“Tell her about your hike in the jungle
yesterday ?”
‘“How’d you know that?”
The small man reached in his pocket and
drew out a cigarette lighter. ‘Here, I think this

“But what about Magsaysay ?”, asked Carlson.
“He’s just another politician.”

is yours. Did you lose it?”
“‘Where’d you get that?”
“Tt was taken off a Huk killed by one of

“But he has offered, to any Huk that gives
up, land to prove up on. It’s two hectares the
first year and if you prove up on that two more

our patrols last night. He lit a cigarette with it.

the next year.”

Even a small glow carrys at night.”

“That is on Mindanao. I don’t want to live
with the Moros. I have a wife in a village to the

Softly, “Pete ... nice try anyway.”

“Yeah, I lost it, lost it yesterday afternoon.”
“Goodnight, Pete.”

“Night sarge, thanks.”

I’ve often thought of what to be
on a faraway night when I can

glide
over the sky a million miles wide.
Velvet black and satin smooth
I'd sail right through
the milky way
play ring-around-Saturn or
maybe Neptune.
Chase a moonbeam up and down
tie a tin can on a comet’s tail
and watch it clatter ’cross
heaven.
I’ve often thought—
and hoped and dreamed on faraway nights
like this.
To amass the clouds in a single bank

just to make a pillow for my head.
They’re downey soft.
On faraway nights though crowded
and cramped
my heart can run so-o-o-o far off.
I’m not here right now.
I’m gone on a skating trip over
the air
without ball-bearings
to trip me up there.
Every night is my faraway night.

The Unaccustomed Road
Worn feet, where do you lead me?
Why do you walk upon the barren road that leads to nowhere;
the nowhere that is the place of ocean waves beating their whiteness
against the silent rocks; the nowhere which is the last cry of pain?
It seems that only yesterday in warm sunlight,
flowered lanes were trod with unaccustomed pleasure.
But now, why the barren road, the stoney ground stained full deep
crimson,
though not of anthesis, but blood—
fresh sprung from vital breath?
Ah yes, it is not a pleasant trip to walk beaten, naked, scorned.
My heart repulses, sinks within me at the thought
of pushing forward spasmodically with scarlet crown adorned.
The salt is fresh in my mouth.
The heavenly flea has wedded me with the step in front of mine.
I see!
The way is filled with a thousand faces in different countenanced masks—
Now that laugh, deride and kick you down
because you walk the unaccustomed way.
And in a high pitched tremulous cry rush upon you
Until the deafness when you fall is frightening.

They hold their breath for you.
Shall you rise and in the secret of their hearts give them
courage to follow you,
Or shall you stop—

No more to walk the unaccustomed road?
Bite upon the salt.
Taste and see that it is sweet.

Brother Michael Morris, S.M.

painting by LeRoy White

Of Things
Of things soft and warm and brown
like earth.
things wonderful and uplifting and
undefinable like love.
things to be done and being done.
things new and not so new.
things smooth and fine and beautiful
and others rough and coarse
and not so beautiful.
things like youth and old age.
things of joy and hope and sorrow
and distress.
things that simply are and others
that are done.
life being lived, loved and given.
simple enjoyments that form the tender
fiber of human enrichment.
cool breezes and silken, foggy
mornings.
sun tanned arms and carefree smiles.
sleepy eyed babies and trees dripping
dew.
pools being swum in.
laughter being iaughed.
food being eaten and prayers being
prayed.
music being played and prayers
being read.
joys innumerable that come from.
ordinary tasks that happen
ordinarily.
' walls being painted and cars
being driven.
poetry being written and Mass
being said.
friends coming and going.
trivia cluttering up the way.
tedious hours spent with the
sick and old and poor
and the sick and young
and poor.
cows being milked and classes being
taught.
papers being written and trees being
cut.
these things is all I am or do.
' things to some, mere things.
things to others, You.

Brother Dennis Wernersbach, S.M.

Yes, Lord, I love
You.
I gave You my all.
But, please, Lord,
Let me keep my apple.

Twilight
Death of brightness and gaity and life,
Death of youth and enthusiasm

End of spirit and spring
And the golden time of yesterday.
Oh, but such a lovely death
Of violet silks, and purple taffetas,
And great blue-grey clouds of sheer chiffon
All etheral, drifting in and out
Of one’s dreams until they take
Possession.
Great clouds of purple perfumed mist
Drifting in and out of dreams
Of youth

and beauty
and beyondness.

Valerie Laczko

youth
says to the world give
me the right to make decisions to do what
i will with it for it is now my world and you that have
had it for so long are now running it wrong and i can fix its
troubles and make it right for all. youth says we haven’t much
time left the world is going to come to an end and all
will be no more but while it is still around we
have the right to do what we will and you
have not the right to stop us. but
youth knows not the thoughts of
those to which it speaks
thinks not that they
too had thoughts
of a similar
nature when
they were

young and
so age nods

wisely at
youth and
tells them
this is how

it is and was
and will be
done. for the youth are youth and know not fully the ways of the world
know not the visions that are destroyed or the knowledge gained
with age.

Chaste Lady, I do think thy signet flower
Was wrongly chose! No rose can aptly point
The splendor of thy radiant sinlessness—
Thy daily strengthened tranquil sanctity.
Seemeth to me the lilac fitteth thee
Far better than the rose! Look thee how each
Dark fragrant plume beareth upon its stem
Uncounted flower-stars, each faultlessformed.
So have thy days, Chaste Lady, followed one
Upon each one, grace-fragrant, faultlessformed
Of such uncounted tranquil flawless acts
As made thy years eternities of praise.
What hue, Chaste Lady, should be thine by
right?
The muted purple of the lilac bloom
Is thine by right of hours woven of pain
And dyed with shadowed gray of loneliness.
For look thee how the dawn-white hue of hope
Doth mute the night-dark purple of despair
To dye these star-spiked plumes with color rich
Of loving penance borne by innocence.
So did thy love, Chaste Lady, ask no boon
But rather willed in longing agony
The blade that tore thy heart, seeing beyond
Death’s night in thy Son’s eyes our dawn to

Lines to the Virgin
Therese Geis

come.
Our Lady of the Lilacs, pray for me...

autumnal

Fall is the grim spector
stalking
walking
the land
touching with
cold
killing hand
and the leaves
die
some quickly
brown
wrinkled
gone
others sigh
cry
dress to die
in
colors
red
yellow
orange
and falling

floating
lying in state
on lawns

for the crematoriums
while the stately evergreens dress in white for winter

Supplication to Hopkins
Father Gerard, thy hand I dare not kiss,
As humble John left Cousin’s bootstrap laced,
For, bosom ties and purpose ties fall well amiss
When souls, though strong, to mighty souls are faced.
I, weaned and nursed in poet’s hard trade,
Ply hand and heart for poetry’s Master,

Sigh echoing sighs of joy and pain,
Cry, unlike thee, a murmuring song;
But nursed thou, Father, on Windhover’s breast.
Beauty and valor, heart and hand thou buckled
With fire breaking and burning till need of rest
Stilled thy hand, sent heart where ere had suckled.
Yet, write I shall and love my office well.
So, pray thee friend, frown not nor scorn the fault
Of heart so stout in hand unused to dwell,
But pray release from hand’s chill and gloom-filled vault.
Skyward strides the heart that’s free and poets
Fly on regal rays through suns and stars;
High they stand on God’s great throne where blessed
Knights, the stalwart hearts, sing eternal praise.

Message to cAttists
Slide surgeon’s fingers into Life
Feel pump and flow
Panting, grow

Cut
Sew

Heal
Whole
Release—to Time.

Short Story
Hey diddle diddle
The poet unfiddle
Unbeauty, hate, and despair
The little world laughed to see such a sight...

November 1, 1960

Dry, chafing, sandy place, desert—
Cold, unscented, icy, chill tundra—
Hollow, pitch, and drafty, gargoyle cavern—
Hollow, cold and dry the smiling skull
Rests content, with Desert, Tundra, Cavern
Dispelled. Papers rustling edges about

The year now turns to morbid month and mood,
The “in-between” time naked, stark, and cold,
But not yet white. Trees, stripped of leaves and food,
Strain like poor arthritic hands to hold
The heat. And seeping clouds, thick, dull and gray

Yellowed bones give ample evidence:

As mold on last night’s leaves press down and down
And gather color, noise while Nature’s stray,

“Died in causes above and beyond the call of
Man or Superman or Saint by Seaside,

These times are hardest to pray and hardest to love;

Causes unknown.” Died (the pop-eyed youngster
Grown poet, walking bones) plying trade,
Seeing beauty in, love in, stuffing with hope
Mankind. Died of belly empty of food.
Gutter cleansed the concrete’s wound and puppies
Licked a dressing. Mankind buried—Somewhere.
Leaf on leaf, snow on snow, rain on rain
In cyclic ignorace paid age of homage to
Time. Papers, head discovered winding through
Desert, Tundra, Cavern, singing songs of
Beauty, love, and hope. And, Man-so-kind
Listened, heard; head rested in Golden Garden.

The man, sits on stool and plays Picasso clown.
In mine of trees we thrust our hands and cry
Forsaken, while hand that helped, wrapt in glove
Or shaken over stove leaves hope to die.
But days of drear are short and winter’s snow
Like white confession turns the world to glow.

James Lauricella
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WIN $10.00 in Cash

A Free Subscription to UD’s DAYTONIAN
STEAKS for two
AND MORE!

~
Qa

a CONTEST by exponent
If you have ever read a mystery story, or asked a question when you
were young, or wondered about anything, here is a contest which will appeal to
you. The accompanying narrative Please Let Me Down is an account of an actual
incident that occurred around the turn of the century. Although we have altered
a few irrelevant details, the story is substantially the same as it was reported in
newspapers and magazines of the period, plus by more than twenty sworn
affidavits.

You don’t have to believe it. Frankly, it's quite fantastic. BUT if you'd like
a lot of fun, like to win some prizes, like to spend an enjoyable evening or two
with your date, try your hand at solving this true mystery story . . . which has
never been solved.

Please Let °
Jason Craw, one fine wintry night, during
a Christmas party, vanished.
Jason was a farmer, newly settled in one
of the midwestern plains states. To show his
appreciation to all his neighbors who helped
build his barn and his house and dig his well,
Jason and his wife Sophie threw a party. The
neighbors began arriving shortly after suppertime and by ten o’clock, Christmastide was being
joyfully and uproariously welcomed in.
The little house reverberated through all its
four rooms, echoing the sounds of cider bowls
and cups and laughter and not a few spontaneous songs. All the lanterns were merrily burning kerosene to their fullest capacities. Even
the cattle, a hundred yards away in the barn,
caught the party sounds and, contented with the

season before, no one noticed the tightening
feeling in the air. Someone shouted to Jason
that the drinking water was all gone.
“Hold on a minute,” Jason shouted, “T’ll
go out to the well and get some.”
“Better put on your coat, Jason,” Sophie
admonished. “It’s a far walk out to the well.’
The house had been barely completed before
the first frost had set in, and Jason had not
been able to lay a well for the little cabin. Instead, the well was situated nearly two hundred
feet from the house. The well, the barn, and the
house formed an approximate right angle.
“It’s all right,” Jason said. “Only take a
minute.” He refused the coat, but did put on a
pair of galoshes.
He stepped out into the night.

thought of protective humans close by, breathed

The snow was a foot and a half deep. The

softly.
Shortly before midnight, the cattle ceased
chewing their cuds.
Jason’s team of horses flicked up their ears
and snorted soundlessly.
The chickens clucked nervously.
The party was still going hale and hearty.
Thanks to a healthy corn and apple crop the

sky was moonless, completely overcast and pitch
black. Nothing blocked the way from the house
to the well. The nearest tree was two hundred
feet behind the house. Jason headed for the well,
a bucket in each hand.
Behind him, the party was bubbling along.
A chorus of “Silent Night” broke out. A man
with yellow hair and a broken tooth suddenly

Ist Prize

Ten dollars in cash.

2nd Prize Free subscription to the wild ivy DAYTONIAN 61.
3rd Prize T-Bones for Two at Espy’s GOLDEN OX.
4th Prize Southern Fried Chicken for you and your date
at the GOLDEN OX.
5, 6, and 7th A full year of EXPONENT mailed to anyone
anywhere in the continental USA.
8, 9 and 10th A semester of UD’s FLYER NEWS mailed to
anyone anywhere in the continental USA.
RULES and REGULATIONS
. Solve the mystery of what happened to Jason Craw. Solution not to exceed
five hundred words.
. Submit your solution to Exponent. Winners will be chosen for most original
and plausible solution.
. Contestants must be full or part-time students of the University of Dayton.
Your entry must include your full name and local address.
. Entries must be postmarked no later than January 10, 1961. In event of
duplication, entry bearing earliest postmark will win. For campus mail, post
date will be considered to be one day previous to receipt by EXPONENT.

. Winners will be notified by mail. The winning solution will appear in the
Winter issue of EXPONENT.
Mail all entries to:

Exponent CONTEST, Liberty Hall 203, University of Dayton, Dayton 9, Ohio.

°Me Down!
put up his hand and said, “What’s that?”
The party, like the turning of a faucet, cut
off its noise. ‘‘What was what?” They listened,

the yellow-haired man holding his mouth open
to hear better.
They heard it. A voice. Someone calling.
Someone calling, “Help ... help ... oh God,

trying to shine their lanterns up. Jason’s screaming continued. Every few seconds the men could
hear the clang of the second bucket. Jason was
hitting something. At fifty feet in the air.
“What is it, Jason?”

“What’s got you?”

“Let me down, dammit! Let me go!”
“Jason, where are you?”
“Lord sake, help me! It’s got me!”
“Damn fool fell in the well. Someone get a
lantern.”
Two men grabbed their mackinaws and
lanterns and ran out into the farm yard, following Jason’s footsteps. A hundred feet from the
house, in eighteen inches of snow, with not a
solitary tree or structure within three hundred

“Oh, God .. . God, let me down.” The voice
sounded slightly more distant.
The rest of the party was on the grounds
by this time. They stood, gazing upwards at the
opaque sky, helplessly shivering as Jason’s voice
became progressively weaker and more distant.
After half an hour, the clanging of the bucket
ceased. Jason was crying now.
They listened to Jason bawl and plead and
pray for nearly two hours. Then it was silent.
The cows began chewing their cuds again. Jason
never dropped the second bucket. The last time
they heard him, they estimated he was two or
three hundred feet above them, though moving

feet, Jason’s footprints abruptly ended.

slowly in the direction of the house.

Help Me!”
They ran outside, flocking around the front

door. It was Jason’s voice, screaming, pleading.

One

bucket was buried in the snow, as though it had
been dropped from a considerable distance.

“Get me down! Please get me down!” Jason
screamed and swore.
The voice was coming from directly above

the two men. They looked up, their jaws slack,

He was never seen nor heard of again. The
disappearance of Jason Craw (name has been
changed) is now a matter of history, totally unsolved. Perhaps it will never be explained.
But what did happen to Jason Craw?

has no faith in me, and you ARE the decorator.”
“But my dear Mrs. Sherrington, you are

my customer.”
Vignette by Mary Mattingly

The New One
An “imperially slim,” gray-haired gentleman, finely tailored as his custom-made suit,
strode quickly up the front steps to the closed
white paneled door. He lifted his hand to the
knocker, but the door, opening, swung away from
his grasp towards a dark, slight figure dressed
in lavender.
“Good morning, Mr. Osbourne. We've been
expecting you.’ The mulatto woman’s words
came in soft, slurred continuity.
“T have been detained, Hester. Is she here
yet?” He spoke with his habitual economy of

words.
“No, sir, but she should be. Shall I say
that you’ll see her in the study?”
“Yes, please do.’ His practiced eyes glanced
in swift appraisal over the rooms bordering the
hallway. “Excuse me, how long did you say it
took to open up this house again?”

“I didn’t say, sir. We had three days.”
“Remarkable efficiency!”
Hester sensed the high praise in his restrained admiration and the smile on her tawny
face widened with pleasure as they walked into
the study. She crossed the room noiselessly to
open the draperies, her light steps scarcely making an indentation in the plush rose carpet. This
done, with the same effortless grace, quiet as
warm sunshine, she went away.
Lloyd Osbourne seated himself comfortably
in a wing-backed chair, took a few puffs on his
cigarette, then watched the white slashes of sunlight form in orderly parallels on the carpet.
Rose carpet ... well, that was what Lydia Sherrington had wanted. That had been ten years
ago, but he could still remember... .

This room had been stark naked, unfurnished,
ating
pored
house

uncarpeted, unpaneled, but rich in decorpotential.
Here the young couple had
over samples, building up a furnished
from the materials scattered like confetti

over the table. Lydia was laughing.

“Mr. Osbourne, please tell Sherry that this
rose will be perfect for carpeting the study. He

Osbourne shifted his position in the chair.
Stupid remark to have made. Actually, he hadn’t
liked the rose carpet idea any better than Sherrington had, but neither of them could say no
to Lydia. Anyway, the rose idea had turned out
rather nicely . . . beautifully, in fact. Odd...
about Lydia. Certainly not pretty, but .
charming. Distinctively so. But Lydia wouldn’t
laugh about rose carpets any more...
A decidedly annoying knock shattered the
morning haziness of his mood. A woman of about
thirty, with a scarlet suit which flamed against
the rose carpet and pencil thin patent leather
heels, came in and slammed the door behind her.
She was attractive, in a gaudy, too-platinum
blonde sort of way, and she walked with an air
of complete, careless self-assurance. Lloyd Osbourne rose majestically.
“The new Mrs. Sherrington, I presume?”
Uh huh, that’s right, but you can call me
Gloria.” There was a distinct, discreet pause.
“T am Mr. Lloyd Osbourne. Mr. Sherrington
had hoped that perhaps I could be of some assistance ... ” He delicately discontinued his
sentence.
“T’ll say you can. I want to redecorate this
whole place. Sure needs it.’

“Perhaps some minor readjustments...

”

Osbourne ventured.

“Minor readjustments... are you kidding?”
Only a slight quirk of Osbourne’s eyebrow
evidenced his displeasure. But then, he was the
type of man whose most blasphemous comment
would be uttered in cold impartiality.
“T’m having this house completely redone,”
she confided undauntedly. “No more of this

nutty continental stuff for me. We’re going
modern ... all the way. You know, the trouble
with you people is you don’t know how to live.
Down in Vegas we had this huge pool... you
could lie out all day, every day...’ She was
standing next to the window by this time, looking out across the gardens.
“Come here,’ she motioned to Osbourne.
He came, indifferently.
“This is the first place ’m ... uh, we’re
. . . Starting.” If she expected a question, she
didn’t get one.
“We're tearing up all these flowers and

shrubs and fountains and putting in a huge
pool. It’ll be marvelous, and these brick walls
can come down, and we'll put up bambo fencing

and a sun deck and...”
Osbourne never remembered how he had
done it, but somehow he managed to terminate

that painful interview. He reached for another
cigarette, but the case was empty. Then he rang
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for Hester.
“Yes, Mr. Osbourne?” She asked in quiet
sympathy, looking at the half-smoked cigarette

standing like tipsy verticals in mounds of ashes.
“Bring me some brandy. I rather think that

I need it.”
“Was she the new one, sir?’ The question
came unobtrusively.
“Yes, Hester. She was the new one.”

As he slept, he dreamed, his mind forming
the image of Mariann. When her figure went
by him, the picture was so tilted and dark that
he thought she was Anne. But when she turned
by the water cooler, he recognized her. So unlike
Anne she was, with short straight pale hair, and
slim; not tall and full-figured like his dark
fiance.
He woke, thinking how strange it was to
see Mariann at the office, instead of at that
little, dim, plastic-coaoted bar where they always
drank at the initialed counter. Anne belonged
more at the office.
v.
ww

Vignette by Sharon Freeman

The Poet
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Mariann recognized the woman entering
Harry’s room a moment after she went in. Who
else would walk with such obvious grace, such
studied unselfconsciousness? Harry had told her
about Anne many times; she was sure he had
never told Anne about her, and she was proud
of it. That was the best of all we had, the companionship, she thought as she slipped into
Harry’s room.
Anne heard the door open, and turned. In
the sudden light from the white corridor she

saw the other girl, and couldn’t help staring.

The waterfall of muddled blue and yellow
splotches began to break in front of his eyes,
and Harry was living again. The water-cooler
that he had been staring up at was gone; so
were the faces. Everything was darker, and he
was lying on something, almost as uncomfortable as the floor had been. Even the pain was
gone, but its memory was as piercing as the
memory of a broken cough.
He had known it was coming for some
months. He had not objected; he was what,
on the street where he worked, was called a
‘conformist,’ and a completely resigned one at
that. Not that he lacked ideas; they were there,
but he never had the cause of courage to present
them.
Except with Anne, of course. His proposal
had been well thought out and rather well delivered, he thought. Naturally, she had accepted;
she was a conformist, too, and advertising men
were in vogue as husbands at the time. Matter
of fact, they still were, he supposed.
Funny, he didn’t see any flashbacks, like they
always talk about. He tried to call up some

Mariann’s appearance didn’t surprise her completely; Harry had always been a little odd, a
little deep, under the plain gray manner he

wore. She took the dainty handkerchief away
from her face and turned back to the bed, for
Harry had stirred. The other girl appeared on
the other side.
Harry sensed people in the room, but he
no longer cared who they were. He was submerged in a great struggle with fear. It ripped
at him and numbed his arms. The pain was back,
and strong, but it couldn’t last much longer, he
thought, and suddenly things were mixed.
Smythe should have lived after him; otherwise
he couldn’t know how Harry wanted to die—or
could he? The poet’s words were somehow comforting—he said them aloud, though they sounded uneven and jumbled:
“TI want ...merrie en...

”

Anne sniffed into the hanky, but a sense of
gladness edged through her with his last words
. . he had really planned to marry her. She
knew it for sure now.
Mariann stiffened her face from its usual
mobility; she couldn’t believe he really wanted

childhood images to satisfy them, but he really

her. They had only been friends, companions,

wasn’t interested. His favorite line from Smythe,
the medieval poet, kept coming back to him

gay and with no problems...

“Give me a merrie ende... ”

ORCEN THUMB

Fitz showed me the ad one day last March.
See, we got our own gardens in the backyard,
Fitz and me. Fitz and May, they live next door.
They’re the best neighbors in the world to Jo
and me. Fitz works down at the docks. I don’t
kno wwhat he does, somethin’ out on the docks;
must be loading freight or somethin’ because Fitz

when she’s upset she can sure get excited. Kind
of what you might call, nervous.
Like I say, Fitz was layin’ out his garden.
He had this patch he hadn’t filled in yet and he
had been talkin’ all week about what to do with
it. First he said he thought he’d try snap beans,

has really got a build. Real tough lookin’ guy.

of flat-tastin’. Then he thought about potatoes,
but it seemed kind of silly to sow a dinky little
patch like that with potatoes. I mean—you take

But he wouldn’t hurt nobody. Not Fitz. May,
she’s a little bit of a thing, kind of quiet like, but

but Jo pointed out to him as how they’re kind

All that grows may not be gold

potatoes, they got to have space. He looked over
at my garden then, at the patch I had laid out
for tomatoes, and then he said, jokin’-like, that
he b’lieved he’d give tomatoes a try. “We’ll have
us a contest, Hank,” he said, laughin’. “You’re
always complainin’ how my garden is better than
yours because I got a green thumb and that you
don’t think it’s fair. So we’ll prove you’re as
good as I am. How about it? I’ll get me some
tomato seeds and we'll start them goin’ in boxes

Fiction by Therese Geis
illustrated by Bob Antonick

at the same time. How about it?”
Well, I scratched my chin and kind of
laughed. Seemed like it’d be fun. I figured here
would be a fair chance to see just what kind of
a gardener I was.
“Fitz, I’ll prove that you’ve got yourself
a green thumb whether you like to admit it or
not! How’d you like to lay a little money on the
line? Say, a nice little bet between gennelmen?
We'll make it that I win if your tomatoes ripen

You know? Sometimes you get a feelin’ somethin’s wrong but you can’t put your finger on
it. You just get a feelin’—keep away.
I handed the ad back. “Naw, Fitz, I think

to tell you the truth, Hank, she sort of feels like
you do. She don’t like the idea at all. But I
talked her into it. Said if she didn’t like the
looks of the tomatoes she didn’t have to eat any
of ’em. I’d pitch ’em out. The kit don’t cost that
much, anyway. I just thought I’d like to try it.
See what comes up.”
“Well, OK. OK, I guess it’s all right with
me. I’ll hold back on my tomato plantin’ till
these seeds of yours arrive in the mail. Then
we'll start ’em both at the same time. And may
the best tomato win!”
Fitz went in the house, wavin’ the ad at
me. I went in, too. Jo was in the kitchen fixing
supper. I asked her where the dictionary was.
Jo looked at me for a minute and didn’t say anything. Jo is funny. She don’t say much, but
sometimes I think she’s got a pair of built-in
bug antennae in her brain, because she can
always tell when I’ve got somethin’ on my mind
before I ever get around to sayin’ it. She suspected somethin’ now, I could tell.
“The dictionary’s in the desk, where it always is,” she said finally and went back to the
stove. “Hank, what are you and Fitz up to?”
“T’ll tell you in a minute, Jo.” I started
pokin’ around in the desk, lookin’ for the dictionary. “I want to look up somethin’ first.”
I was going to tell her. Right away. I
kenw she wouldn’t like the idea; she’d probably
agree with May. I couldn’t say I blamed May.
Sometimes Fitz acts kind of crazy about that
garden of his. But before I told Jo I wanted to
look up a word in the dictionary.
The word I was lookin’ for was in the section under the letter M. It was a word I'd seen
in that ad Fitz showed me. I didn’t ever remember seein’ that word before and I was curious.
The word was mutation.
Lemme explain to you, before I go on with
this, that I’m a normal, reasonable, sane man.
Because if I don’t explain it, you aren’t goin’
to believe the rest. I can hardly believe it myself.
But it happened. I saw it. And so did Jo. So,
whatever I am, I’m not off my rocker. I’m a
normal, ordinary, steady-workin’ guy. You're
gonna think I’m nuts, but I’m tellin’ you, I’m not.
It began with the tomatoes. Fitz’s tomatoes,
not mine. They came up, all right. They were
the damnedest lookin’-things I ever saw. Oh,
they were tight and smooth and shiny with dark,
wrinkled leaves, but the resemblance to a normal
tomato ended there. These things looked like
sausages. I’m tellin’ you! They were maybe a

T’ll stick to plain old everyday tomatoes as

foot or so long—yeah, long!/—and they curved

usual. You wanna plant these things, go ahead.
We’ll see which ones come up first an’ turn out

slightly in the middle, like thick fat sausages.
They looked healthy enough, firm and shiny and
smooth, but big—I’m tellin’ you, I never saw
tomatoes that big! Even Fitz was surprised.
“T don’t know what to make of ’em, Hank,”

before mine, because that proves my point. OK?”
“OK!” Fitz, he went for the idea. It was
going to be a great summer.
So then, the next day, after supper, Fitz

showed me the ad.
“Look-a-that, Hank. Whaddaya think? I
sent away for some of these plants. See—they
come in kits. Lookit these pictures. How about
a tomato like that?”
I looked. ‘“‘Fitz, you ain’t serious about those
things, are you? Why, man they’re dangerous!
No tellin’ what might happen if you plant

those!”
Fitz just laughed at me. “Aw, gwan! They
wouldn’t advertise ’em if they were harmful!
Stands to reason! Look here, see? ‘Guaranteed
non-toxic and non-irritating. May be used in any
form.’ See? Right here it says!”
“Fitz, did you already send for those
things? You aren’t really plannin’ to put ’em in
your yard, now, are you? Right here in plain
daylight? What if they turn out to be dangerous after all? There’s bound to be a slip-up
now and then. You read about that accident at
that atomic energy lab out West last month.
You told me yourself about it!”
Fitz thought I was nuts and said so. ‘Hank,
now, look. They wouldn’t dare advertise seeds
like these if they were harmful! Why, the Pure
Food and Drug people would be on ’em for sure!
Besides, they don’t treat ’em that much; just a
little bit. See? Says right here, ‘Mildly irradi—’ ”’
I took the ad from his hand and read it all
the way through, myself. “OK, OK. I guess it
does say that. I don’t guess the government
would allow a thing like that if it were bad, now
would it? And yet, I don’t know, Fitz. They say
chances of an accident in work like that is
something like one in a thousand. I mean—
What if you turn out to be number one thousand?”
Then Fitz got kind of steamed up about
the whole thing. “Look, Hank, if I didn’t know
better, I’d swear you were mad because I thought
of it first! Look. You wanna send away for some
of these things, too, you go ahead an’ send away
for ’em. I don’t care. Maybe it might not be a

bad idea at that, if we’re layin’ even money on
this tomato-growin’ project. Whaddya say?”

But somehow I just didn’t like the idea.

best. Say—What about May? What does she
think about all this?”
Fitz laughed, kind of embarrassed. “Well,
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he said, grinnin’ and shakin’ his head as we
stood together in our yards. “They look like
nothin’ that ever came up in a garden of mine.
I’m kind of afraid to try eatin’ ’em.”
“Oh, I don’t know—you could maybe taste
one, just a little bit. A taste of somethin’ never
hurt anybody. I’m kind of curious about ’em
myself, now that they’re growin’. They sure
don’t look like mine! And it looks like you’re
goin’ to have a heck of a lot more from your
plants than I will.”
“Yeah. I noticed that. We’re goin’ to be
overrun with tomatoes. If you and Jo want a
few—”’
I shook my head. ‘‘Naw, you better try ’em
first. If they turn out OK, why then, maybe—
Say, what does May think of these things?”
Fitz hitched his shoulders and leaned on
the fence. ‘‘Fact is, Hank, she kind of likes the
look of ’em. Yeah! Surprised me. I thought,
after all the fuss she set up when I was orderin’
the seeds, she wouldn’t touch ’em. But she says
they look so good she’d like to try one, just to
see what they’re like.”
“When you goin’ to have one for supper?”
“May says maybe tomorrow night, with
the steak, we’ll try one. If I’m still in one piece,
T’ll let you know what happens!”
Well, May and Fitz had one of their
tomatoes the next evening. Only, Fitz didn’t

eat any of it. He came home from work feelin’
sick, like he’d had a touch of flu or somethin’,
and May wouldn’t let him eat anything raw till
he felt better. So only May ate the tomatoes.
They had ’em that night, and May told Jo the
next mornin’ that they were the best tastin’

tomatoes she’d ever had. Jo told me about it
later in the day.
“May says those tomatoes of theirs taste
just delicious. Said she’d never known a tomato
could taste so rich. She’s wild about ’em. They’re
goin’ to have ’em again tonight.”
I put down my paper and looked at her,
sittin’ in the lamplight sewin’ up a tear in my
work jacket. “Jo, Fitz offered us some of those
tomatoes. Would you like a few? I mean—TI told
him no, but if May says they’re that good—”
Jo poked thread into her needle and knotted
it and snipped off the loose end of it before she
answered me. She shot me a quick look and then
started sewin’ away at the torn sleeve. “No,
Hank, I wouldn’t, if you don’t mind. I know
what May said, and maybe they are good, and
I know you’re curious about ’em. But I’d rather
not touch ’em at all and I wish you wouldn’t,
either. If you’re set on tastin’ one, I don’t mind,
but—I wish you wouldn’t.”

She looked so serious I laughed at her. “Jo,
if they’re that good, there can’t be much wrong
with ‘em! What do you think might happen?”

She kept on sewin’ without lookin’ up. “T

didn’t say anything would happen. I didn’t say
anything was wrong with them. It’s just—Oh,
well, I don’t know, I just have a feelin’ it would
be better to leave them alone. I wish May hadn’t
eaten one. But she has and there’s nothin’ I can
do about it. But I wish you’d leave ’em alone.”
I didn’t argue anymore. When Jo feels that
strongly about a thing, usually turns out she’s
right.
Well, anyway, Fitz told me later that he
and May had tomatoes from their garden every
night that week. Rather, May had ’em—she still
wouldn’t let Fitz touch anythin’ raw because
he was feelin’ all riled up inside. She fed him
cooked things instead. May kept ravin’ about
how good the tomatoes were till Fitz was wild
to get his hands on one to taste it for himself.

Then, that weekend, Hank stopped to talk
when he was fixin’ their back steps. He told me
May wasn’t feelin’ too hot.
“What seems to be the trouble with her,

Fits?”
“T don’t know, Hank.” Fitz pushed his old
straw hat back on his head and mopped his
face. It was hot and sullen, a real late-summer

scorcher of a weekend. “Says she feels draggy
and tired out. She’s been edgy and nervous as
a cat these last two days.”
I laughed. ““Maybe she caught your flu bug,
Fitz. Tell her to lay off the tomatoes for
awhile.”
But Fitz didn’t laugh. He looked at me
once, dead serious, and put his hat straight on
his head. He looked—well, queer. “Yeah, yeah,
maybe you’re right, maybe she better do that.”
He went away from the fence and went back to
his steps.
It didn’t dawn on me till then that he
seemed to have forgot all about the bet we had.
I told Jo about May and she went over
later that day to see how she was. We've been
good neighbors so long, we run in and out like
we lived in each other’s houses.
When she came back she signalled at me
from the back door to come in the house. I
figured she wanted to talk to me where Fitz
couldn’t hear.
“Hank, May looks terrible! She looks like
she’s been real sick! Hank, maybe my eyes aren’t
too good, but, you know—TI’d swear her skin
actually has a greenish tinge! And you know
only somebody awful sick looks like that! And
she’s nervous and moody, like she’s ready to cry
about somethin’.”

I tried to calm her down. She was really
upset. “Aw, it can’t be that bad. Fitz said she’d
been feelin’ bad for only a couple of days. It’s

probably just this summer flu that’s been goin’
around—you know, like Fitz had. Is she goin’

to see a doctor?”

(continued on page 25)
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MY SECRET DIARY
by GIOVANNI GUARESCHI

NO LITTLE THING
by ELIZABETH ANN COOPER

Translated by Frances Frenaye. Farrar, Straus and
Cudahy, New York, 1958, 234 pages.

Doubleday & Co., Garden City, 1960.
360 pages.

“Tomorrow,” says Guareschi, “these histor-

ical facts will be literary material. Critics will
review war books rather than war... they will

exclaim: ‘What a wonderful book!’ And no one
will think to say: ‘What a horrible war!’ ” This
book does not attempt to moralize on the horror
of war, but it will leave any one who reads it
with a lasting impression of man’s inhumanity
to man.
Covering the years from 1943 to 1945, the
“diary” is the compilation of the thoughts and
sorrows of a unique individual—a humorist in an
internment camp.
The author and his fellow
countrymen found.themselves in an ironic situation. They were allies of the Germans at the
beginning of the war and their prisoners at the
end. In 1943 the English and Americans bombed
their houses; in 1945 these same enemies freed
them from prison and gave them soup and condensed milk. The author does not fail to appreciate the irony of his situation. As a matter of

fact, there are very few things that he does not
fail to appreciate. Even such things as newsr
paper wants ads he remembers as having a
poetry all their own.
Some of the things described in the diary
are of interest only in presenting a picture of the

Every novel whose central personality is a
religious is bound by its very nature to be controversial. We Catholics tend to elevate our religious to so high a plane that we often entirely
forget their human nature. Every man and
every woman who ever lived each has his or her
own set of virtues, faults, strengths, weaknesses
—things to develop and nourish, things to combat—and just plain quirks of character. And
every man and every woman who ever enters
a monastery or convent takes all those things
along. A priest is, after all, no saint, but a
human being who has been soul-marked by Holy
Orders. He is not thereby any less a man; he
remains a man still.
Michael Mundy is such a man—a young
Catholic priest, zealous, eager to bring the world
to the God to Whom he had consecrated the
powers of his manhood. In his genuine love for
God he cannot understand his failures to reach
the parish people among whom he has been sent
to work. Discouragement is dimming his life to
gray monotony; he is beginning to lose the first

fire of his dedication to the work of bringing
souls

to

God—and God to souls.

Then,

as

prison camp; some may be considered unneces-

abruptly as a comet, Laura Dunne flashes into

sary even in that respect; most of the experiences and thoughts, however, deal with what is

his life. He rescues her from death by suicide,
and for some reason he himself cannot fully ex-

not bound by time or space: life, death, love

plain he feels bound to her. He has saved her

of one’s home.
Guareschi sometimes emerges as a poet; at
other times he flashes an example of the humor
of the Don Camillo that made his famous.

life; he is responsible for her. When he realizes
the depth of her despair—her complete divorce
from everything that is central in his own life
—he tries to communicate his zeal to her. She
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has no purpose in life; he tries to reach her, to
give some point to her life, to turn her back to
the God Whom he serves. In his stubborn determination to win her, he fails utterly to see what
is happening to himself. When he does realize
his danger, he denies that the danger exists—
until it is too late.
This is both a beautiful and a terrifying
book. It is beautiful in its utter humanness, in
the poignancy of its sympathy for the struggling
human spirit. And it is terrifying in the power
and stark nakedness with which it demonstrates
what the love of God can do to a human being.
Michael Mundy so little comprehends the love of
God for what it really is that he tries to run
away from this God in despair and shame at
what he has done. Because he has failed to serve
God as proudly as he would like, he refuses to
serve Him at all. But ultimately he discovers—
as all human beings must discover, whether they
will acknowledge this discovery or not—that in
running away from God he has in reality taken
God with him.
Two people are the instruments of his return: two people who have never met, neither
of whom is aware of the existence of the other.
One, strangely enough, is the woman whom he
has taken with him in his flight: Laura Dunne.
She loves him as genuinely as she knows how to
love, and she senses, even though only blindly,
that to love sensually is never enough. The

ael encounters the other person who is responsible for his return: Father Valerian.
This priest—this quiet, deeply feeling, intensely dedicated, completely human priest—in
the end towers over Michael Mundy in the final
stages of the novel. His complete understanding

Once in a while a book comes along that is
so demanding, so engrossing, so compelling, that
the reader is left, at the final pages, feeling as
if he had not so much read a book as taken part
in an experience. No little thing is just such a

capacity within her to love wholly, completely,

novel. It’s encouraging to know that novelists of

forces her to seek from Michael the kind of love
he cannot give her, and in her tormented refusal

the caliber and power of Miss Cooper are still
around. In this day of the 500-odd-page epic of

to accept anything less she drives him from her.

purple prose and pointless adultery, there aren’t

It is running from her, in blind pain, that Mich-

too many like her.

of the demands of the Second Greatest Commandment compel him to stand between God,
the Just Judge, and Michael, his runaway brother
—he has no other choice.
Father Harold Gardiner, S. J., has compared this novel to the best of the work of the
novelist, Graham Greene, and his comparison is
more than valid. Elizabeth Ann Cooper writes
with astounding power and comparison. She does
not paint her characters; she delineates them
with broad, slashing strokes. Her characters rise
out of themselves, yet never become unbelievably
lofty; they walk with clay feet in dust and mud,

yet never wallow in dirt; they feel and suffer
as human beings, yet they never descend to
maudlin sentimentality. The final return of
Father Michael Mundy to the God Whom he has
tried in vain to escape—as anyone who tries
must try, in vain—comprises one of the most

magnificent passages in the entire novel.

CONCEPT:
one picture’s worth
Just where does art begin and commercialism
depart?
The term “art” can sometimes be a doublefaced coin. One side, however, is often more apparent than the other. The popular conception
of art, in the American culture—due perhaps to
our Puritan heritage, the increase of women in
masculine fields, the advent of paint-by-thenumbers oils, and more—has become one of
moderate toleration. Artists, if one were to take
a poll, would seem to be irresponsible, immature,
and wholly unnecessary.
Yet, without the other side of the coin—
commercial art—society as we know it could not
exist.
Artists are different. In the commercial
field, they are constantly under pressure, living
at a feverish pace, readjusting and re-evaluating,
as the image around us is rapidly changed to
suit the direction and form of a society in a
hurry. Details plague them which would plague
no one else, yet what might be considered a
major crisis passes them by entirely. Their prime
objective in life is communication, whether it be
to a selected few as in the case of contemporary
painting and sculpture, or to the common masses
as in the case of advertising.
And herein lies the difference between fine
art and commercial art. The commercial artist
is not in a position to be free, or to express himself as he wishes. His work must appeal to the
everyday man in an effort to attract and capture
a prospective buyer. Just as the abstract painting may appeal to a limited group, commercial
art must appeal to the majority.
Unfortunately, this sometimes calls for a

decrease in aesthetic taste, as witnessed by the
multi-colored, bespangled automobile. Moreover,
it must be basically simple, immediately appar-
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ent and easily understood, to attract. These two
requirements have, in the past and even today,
lead to possibly the worst examples of art ever
devised from a drawing board.
Counteracting this state of affairs, is a
strong fine arts movement in commercialism.
Psychology, to give the necessary appeal to the
ad without the use of flamboyant colors and

approaches, is now employed by many studios.
More and more, the image around us is being
changed from drawing boards and drafting
tables throughout the country.

No art is truly modern, for as rapidly as a
thought is born, something new must be created
to express it. The people who populate the art
fields must be constantly aware of these new
thoughts and concepts to be meaningful in a
society in a hurry.
With considerable pleasure, Exponent presents this sampler of commercial art; illustrations prepared by young men and women entering the field .. . a highly competitive field, but
rich in satisfaction.
Next issue, Exponent turns the coin and looks at abstract
painting.

Mike Turgon
Book Illustration
Opaque

Mike Turgon
Newspaper Advertisement
Ink

about every 707 and DC-8 in
transatlantic service will be of
the long-range variety, capable
of making the flight nonstop in
cither direction in practically any
sort of flvable weather.
Here are the flight plans of the
various transatlantic airlines for
1960.

Air France expects to introduce its 707’s into the nonstop

New York-Paris run about Jan-

uary 25, and then will kiss a
final good-by to transatlantic piston planes except for the Lockheed Starliners (which are super
Super Constellations, sort of), to
be continued for a while in the
Chicago-Montreal-Paris service.

Both t pes of plane will be dual
de luxe and economy class conee
Alitalia will start operating its

DC-8's in Goal contig tion first
class and economy flights in
April. However, it will continue

to use some of its De
s
transatlantic, especially during
the summer, when the Olympic

Games in Rome will pile on ad

ditional traffic during the regular
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GREEN THUMB
“Yes, she said Fitz is goin’ to take her in
this afternoon. Funny—she said she talked to
the doctor and even though he doesn’t have
office hours on Saturdays, he seemed to think
she ought to be checked over right away. Said
she might have a virus. Plain truth is, Hank, I
think May’s scared!”
It sounded too far-fetched. ‘“Now, Jo, don’t
get so excited. The doctor probably thought it’s
better to catch it now, before it gets too serious.
You know this summer flu can make you really
sick. Relax.”
But Jo didn’t relax. She really acted upset.
Still, she’d seen May and I hadn’t. Maybe May
did look that bad. I don’t know.
I didn’t see May till the next evening. We
went over to play some bridge with May and
Fitz like we’ve been doin’ on Sunday evenings
for years. May and Fitz are real bridge fiends.
Jo likes it just about as much, and I enjoy it
but I’m not that wild about it. Still, it was a
warm night and I’d had a good week and I was
feelin’ good and full of tricks. Jo was kind of

quiet. I think she still had May on her mind.
When
card table
in it. Still,
to see us.
“Well,
we're goin’

we got there Fitz was settin’ up the
but he acted like his heart wasn’t
he grinned at us like he was glad
Fitz, get your money out! Jo and me,
to take you to the cleaners! I feel

a real run of luck comin’ on.”
“Fitz, where’s May?” Jo asked suddenly.
Fitz turned the card table over and set it
on the floor. ‘“She’s out in the back, gettin’ a
breath of air. Says it’s so close in the house
she can hardly stand it.”
Just then May appeared in the doorway

leading from the kitchen. Jo was right. She

(continued from page 19)
thinkin’ about it. And with a little snapping
sound it came off in my fingers.
It all happened in a minute. May gave a
funny little squeak, like a scared mouse, and
then moaned and slid down to the floor in a
heap against the wall. Jo gasped, “Hank!” and
dived for May but not fast enough because Fitz
got to her first. And I was left standin’ there,
feelin’ blank, feelin’ nothin’ at all. And then I
came to life and I said, “Fitz, she’s fainted;
we'd better get some water,” and I started for
the kitchen. It didn’t occur to me till then to

take a look at what I had in my fingers.
It was clean and sharp at one end, where

it had been broken off. At the other it was thin
and fine. It was a curled thread of green, tough
as wire, like the tough little green curls a vine
puts out when it begins to cling to a wood frame
and start to climb.
Jo kept makin’ trips to the window and
back to the chair again where she’d sit down
and flip open her magazine. I had one eye on
the TV screen but I wasn’t thinkin’ about the
program. It had been rainin’ most of the day and
now it was comin’ down in a fairly steady drizzle.
I knew what Jo was lookin’ for. She knew that
Fitz’s car was still gone, that May and Fitz

weren’t back yet.
“Jo, for heaven’s sake, sit down. They’re

all right! May needs this evening out. She
hasn’t stirred out of the heuse for five days,
ever since she fainted last Sunday. Fitz’ll take

care of her!”
She closed her magazine with a snap. “I
know, I know, Hank, it’s just—I’m worried about
her. We’ve been friends with them for so long
that I can’t help it. I wish I knew more about

this.”
“Well, Jo, Fitz doesn’t seem to know anything about it himself. When we ask about May,

looked bad. She always wasalittle bit of a thing,
but she looked even smaller, all shrunk together,
like she’d lost weight. And her skin had an odd,
grenish-yellow tinge, like when somebody's been
terribly sick.
What the heck! I thought. I'll cheer her up
a little, poor kid!
“Hey, May, what’s the idea hidin’ in the
bushes?” I waved at her as she came slowly
into the room. “You know darned good and well
Jo and me are goin’ to play you two right out
the door tonight! Come on and take your medicine! Looka that, Jo! She musta been hidin’ in
the bushes! There’s a leaf in her hair—and even
in her fingers!” And, quick, without thinkin’

think he could tell us if he wanted to.”
Jo had got up and gone to the window and
she stood lookin’ out. Her voice sounded funny,
faraway. “Hank, I think Fitz does know. I’ve
got a feelin’ he does know, but it’s something
that’s either too uncertain yet, or—something
so bad he’s afraid to talk about it because he
won’t admit it might be true.”
I leaned back in my chair and looked at
her, standin’ with her back to me. “Jo, what
are you thinkin’ of? What’ve you got in mind?”
She didn’t answer right away. Then she
said slowly, “I don’t know, Hank. But — I’m

about it, I reached over to pick the leaf out of
her hand. But the leaf didn’t come loose. It

afraid—it’s too fantastic, but I wonder if—”
She broke off and straightened up suddenly.

clung. So I pulled hard, with a quick jerk—auto-

“Here they are now.” There was relief in her
voice.
I got up and stood behind her at the

matically, like you do when you expect somethin’ to be loose and it isn’t and you pull without

you know how he sort of fusses around. I don’t
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window. Fitz had pulled the car up to the curb
and shut off the motor. Now he got out and

came around to open the door for May. He
opened an umbrella for her to protect her from
the maple leaves drippin’ water all over the
walk and the grass. It was one of those steady,
all-day rains, warm and unbelievably wet, that
you sometimes get in late summer.
May started up their front steps from the
sidewalk and Fitz was right behind her, when
suddenly May stumbled and fell, so quick that
Fitz couldn’t catch her in time. Jo gasped once
and ran past me and was outside, bare-headed,
in the rain, before I really realized what had

happened. So I followed her onto the porch.
May had dropped her bag on the grass
when she fell, and she had fallen forward. She
had flung out her hands to break her fall and so
she fell forward, on her knees, with the palms
of her hands flat in the grass.
Jo ran down the steps and cut across our
yard to May’s side as Fitz dropped the umbrella
and bent to help May to her feet, and I hurried
across to help.
It was the funniest thing, but—May couldn’t
seem to lift her hands from the grass. She had
started to cry and she was pulling with all her
strength and there was rain all over her curly
hair and her dress, and mud had splashed over
her dress and down her legs. And Fitz kept
sayin’, “Take it easy, honey, I’ve got you, you’re
all right,’”’ but she just couldn’t pull her hands
loose—damn it, I saw it, I tell you!—her hands

—I swear it!—her hands seemed to be—well,
mired in the mud.
Fitz took her wrists and pulled and tugged

and Jo tried to help and May kept cryin’ and
cryin’, like she was terrified—she was, actually,
scared half to death—and Fitz was swearin’
under his breath and Jo was talkin’ low and soft
to May—I reached down to help them when suddenly, with a sucking sound, her hands let go
and she fell over sideways into Fitz’s arms. She
held her hands out in front of her, like somebody does when they’ve been burned, and she
kept cryin’ hysterically, “Fitz, look! Fitz, oh,
Fitz, look at them! Look at my hands!”
Fitz kept sayin’, “Now, honey, take it easy,

it’s all right.” To Jo he said, ““Come along, would
you, Jo? Help get her in the house.” They got
May to her feet between them, cryin’ and cryin’.
But I couldn’t take my eyes off her hands.

I’d never seen anything like that in my life before. How could a person hurt his hands like
that just by fallin’ on them in some mud? But—
there they were—thin strips of skin hung down
from them, from her fingers, almost as if she’d
burned them real bad. I saw them.
“Fitz—” I pulled at his sleeve. “Fitz—look
at her hands—she’s torn the skin loose—”

Fitz turned his head and looked at me, in
the rain, his eyes wide and—well, scared. His
voice was choked.
“That’s not skin, Hank,” he said, and then
he had the door open and we were getting May
into the house. They put her down on the sofa,
mud and rain and all.
I stared at Fitz. ‘“Not skin? But then, Fitz,
what—”
He had started for the dining room and
the telephone. ‘Hank, stick around, will you?
We’re goin’ to need help.” He started to dial a
number. ““We have to get May to the hospital
right away. They have to begin treatments.”

“But, Fitz, wil you please tell me what in
hell—”
He looked at me over the receiver and his
hand held the thing so tight that his knuckles
were white. “I don’t know, Hank,” he whispered,
“T don’t know...”
Well, that was a week ago. The doctor came
and an ambulance came and they took May to
the hospital. Jo and me, we locked their house
for them and promised to stay by the phone.
Much later that night, toward dawn, actually,
Fitz phoned from the hospital to say that May
was sleeping. He said somethin’ about the “first
treatment” bein’ over. I didn’t know what he
meant. I never found out. I never asked. I didn’t
feel like it, somehow. Fitz said May seemed much
better. He said the doctor had said that “the
worst was over.”
“The worst of what, Fitz?” I asked him.
He was quiet for a minute at the other end
of the wire. “Of May’s illness,” he said at last.
“But, Fitz, you still haven’t—’”
“Look, Ill see you in the mornin’, Hank.
I’m stayin’ out here all night.” He hung up, and

I went back to Jo.
He stopped at his house early in the
mornin’, before I woke up. It was soon after
sunrise, very early. Jo always gets up at the
crack of dawn and she’d been stirrin’ around the
house, makin’ coffee, when he knocked at the
back door for his house key. Jo said she gave it
to him but he didn’t say anything about May
except that she was fine now. Jo said he seemed
very tired.
“Didn’t he come in?’ I asked Jo later, over
breakfast.
“No,” she said. “He went in the house, and
a little bit later I saw him come out the back

door with a hatchet in his hand. He went back
to his garden and—so help me, Hank, he cut
down every tomato vine he had growing back
there. He cut them down poles and all. He didn’t
just cut them down, he hacked at the roots as
if he wanted to be sure there was nothin’ left
of them. He stuffed them all into an old oil drum
he must have got down at the docks, and he put
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the drum at the back of the yard. I’ve an idea
he might be goin’ to burn them. You know how

he burns his leaves in an oil drum in the fall.
Then he went in the back door andalittle later
came out the front and locked the house and
left. He took the key with him.”
I got up and went to the window that looks
into the yard next door. Jo was right. At the
back of Fitz’s yard, at one end of his garden,
was a big bare place where his tomato plants
had grown. They were gone—every one of those
strong green vines and those strange, enormous,
queer-shaped tomatoes—every last one of them.
The ground was chopped and torn, like he’d

hacked and hacked at it.
“Jo, he must have been awful mad about
somethin’ when he did it. Look at that ground.
Chopped to pieces. He’s chopped a regular ditch

back there.”
Later that day, in the afternoon, when Jo

was ironing and I was busy out back puttin’ in
a new piece of rain spouting, Jo came to the back
door and said there was somebody to see me.
I washed my hands in the kitchen and went
into the living room. The guy sittin’ on the sofa
was nicely dressed, with a briefcase, and had

an official look about him. You know the type.
But he was polite and friendly. We shook hands.
“Mr. Fleming, I want to ask your help in
this matter of the illness of your friend’s wife,
Mrs. Allen. Mr. Allen is—well, rather upset at
the moment; he’s in no fit condition to talk
coherently. I’m afraid he’s experiencing some-

thing like a delayed shock.”
I was surprised anda little worried. ‘‘He’s
all right—Fitz? He stopped here this morning

and he seemed all right.”
“Yes, I know—but he’s at the hospital now;

when he returned this morning to see his wife,
he—well, he’s had a bad time of it for the last
several weeks, as you know. So, since he mentioned you as his closest friend, I’ve come here
to ask your cooperation.”

I was suspicious. “Look, mister, if you’re

if he wasn’t.
He went on talkin’. “I’m attached to the
hospital here in your city; we’re doing research
on the connection between radiation and certain rare types of skin disease. When Mrs. Allen
first went to her doctor with these—symptoms,
samples of her skin were sent, with other information, to our laboratory at the hospital, and
since I am studying this type of thing, I became
interested at once.”
“Look—Doctor, what about May? Is she
goin’ to be all right?”
He looked past me and I realized Jo had
come into the room and was standin’ behind my
chair, listenin’. His voice was reassuring. ‘Mrs.
Allen has already begun to improve. In about a
month, I should say, she will be in fine condition. Treatments have already been begun.”
“Doctor—” I leaned forward and looked
hard at him. “What’s wrong with her? What
happened to her?”
He didn’t answer my question. Instead he

asked me one.
“Mr. Fleming, Mr. Allen has authorized us
to speak freely with you. He says you and he
are extremely close friends. He has given me
permission to question you and has indicated
that you'll be glad to help us. Is that right?”
I glanced at Jo and looked back at him.
“Yes, yes, Doctor, you can ask us anything.”

Even at that, he took me by surprise. “Mr.
Fleming, can you tell us where Mr. Allen got
those tomato plants of his?”
I told him everything I could. I told him
about the ad Fitz had showed me, the one that
said you could send away to this place out West
for seeds that had been mildly irradiated in
atomic research, that would produce mutation
plants much better and healthier than regular

ones. I told him how the ad had said the seeds
were absolutely harmless but that they would
produce strange and different plants. I told him

about Fitz and how we’d bet about who had a

I’m not too smart about this atomic research

green thumb and how Id planted ordinary
tomatoes and Fitz had planted these things and
how strange they’d looked. I told him how May
had had some for supper but that Fitz couldn’t
eat any because he’d been sick, and how May
had said they tasted so delicious.
He listened to every word. He had got out
a pad and pen and was taking down notes while
I talked. He didn’t interrupt, only with a word
now and then to help me along. I finished by
tellin’ him what Jo had told me, how Fitz had
taken a hatchet and cut down all the plants and
stuffed them in an oil drum in the back yard.
“Yes, well, we’ll pick up the oil drum later

stuff; I can’t tell one kind of scientist from

today. We definitely want those plants. Is there

another. But he was important, I knew that. He

anything else? What happened to the ad?”

one of them snoopy reporters—”
“No, no—but maybe this will help to identify me.” He gave mealittle card with his name
on it. It wasn’t a regular name card; it was kind
of an official identification card. It wasn’t his
name I saw first; it was the name of the place
where he worked. It was the name of a big
atomic research laboratory—if I told you, you’d
recognize it right away—
it was located out West.
I took a good look at the card and I saw that
his title was Doctor, but I couldn’t for the life
of me tell you what kind of scientist he was.

wouldn’t have been workin’ for the laboratory

“T don’t know—I guess Fitz threw it out.
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I don’t think he saved it that I know of.”
He asked me a few more questions, like

whether we’d tasted the tomatoes or if Fitz had
given any away to anybody that we knew of.
I told him no.
Finally he said, ‘“Well, I think that’s all 1
require at the moment, Mr. Fleming. You’ve
been very helpful.”
“Look, Doctor, I’d—we’d like to know—
what’s goin’ on? What’s wrong with May? Was
it those tomatoes?”
He looked at me hard for a minute, but he
didn’t answer right away. I had the feelin’ he
was wonderin’ just how much to tell me. Finally
he answered.
“Mr. Fleming, as far as we are able to
conclude, Mrs. Allen has been ill with a comparatively rare type of skin disease. Its symptoms show themselves as they did in her case,
with extreme tension and a generally run-down
condition. The disease is serious but seldom fatal.
Mrs. Allen definitely is going to recover.
Whether the tomato plants had anything to do

with it—that I really cannot say, Mr. Fleming.
It is possible that they did—but as yet we have

no way of knowing.”
“But, Doctor, how can places like that
advertise seeds that are dangerous? Isn’t there
a law against that kind of thing? What about
other people who’ve sent for these things and
had this food to eat that grew from these seeds ?”’
He closed his notebook and madea big deal
about puttin’ it away in his briefcase. Finally
he answered.
“Mr. Fleming, to most people unfamiliar
with atomic energy or radiation or any of their

principals, the word ‘radiation’ is terrifying.
There are two ways of regarding this. On the
one hand, people like you and me are being
exposed daily to radiation, every time we stand
in sunlight. Rays like these are harmless. On the
other hand, the work done in laboratories involves radiation that is extremely concentrated
and, at times, highly dangerous. In most instances, the results of studies are fairly predictable. Such work was done with these seeds.
Hundreds and hundreds of people, like your
friend Mr. Allen, had planted seeds of various
plants from this laboratory and had made use
of the food grown from these plants. And not
one of them reported anything at all in the way

of ill effects. Mr. Fleming, the laboratory would
not have dared advertise these seeds as harmless
if it had not been certain that they were harm-

percent present.
“In this case, we cannot say if the plants
caused Mrs. Allen’s illness. If they did, it was a
freak accident. You do not know, after all, that
every pound of food you purchase in a store is
absolutely harmless. The chance of its being
harmful is extremely rare and highly unlikely,

but—the chance is still there. Do you understand
what I am trying to say?”
He looked intently at me. I knotted my
fingers together. ‘““Yeah, yeah, I guess we do.”
He went on. “We are extremely interested
in seeing to it that Mrs. Allen recovers with no
ill effects. We are, however, even more interested
in studying these plants to see if we can discover
what caused her illness, so that it can be pre-

vented as far as possible from occurring again
to someone else. And this study may give us
facts that will be of great help in our study of
the effects of radioactivity on the human

system.”
So then he shook hands again and took
his briefcase and hat and went away. And Jo
and I stood in the living room and looked at
each other.
May got well. She same home after a couple
of weeks and the doctor said she was fine. But
Fitz, he took her with him ona little trip, to
give her a chance to rest. She was still shaky
and nervous. And she didn’t want to talk about
it at all. Neither did Fitz. I can’t say I blame
them.
Fitz, he did tell me one thing. It’s that one
thing that sticks in my mind. He says—he insists
on it and he ought to know—that the shreds of
skin hanging from May’s fingers that rainy
night on their front lawn weren’t human skin.
Fitz says the doctor had tests run and the
laboratory insisted on it. It wasn’t human skin.
Fitz swears the doctor said it. It couldn’t have
been human skin, because the cells in it were
plant cells.
Yeah, yeah, I know. The whole thing sounds
crazy. How can a food like that affect the
human system so that it starts to work in reverse like that ?—so that it starts producin’ plant
cells instead of animal cells? Now that I think
it all over, I got to admit it is crazy. Me, I’m
inclined to think the whole thing is too much of
a coincidence. It’s impossible. Once you’re a
human being, you're always a human being. You
can’t start turnin’ into a plant. It’s impossible.

It can’t be done. It’s absolutely too crazy to be
possible. Fitz and May, they’re prepared to for-

less. Yet—how much do we really know about
radiation and radioactivity? In this—as in every

get the whole thing, except that I guess May
doesn’t like tomatoes much anymore. In a way,

other science—there is always the element of

that’s foolish. I mean—if the whole thing’s im-

probability. In, let us say, 99 percent of the
cases involved, nothing would happen—no one
would be harmed. But—there is always the 1

possible, what harm would ordinary tomatoes
do? Because it is impossible. The whole thing.
And yet—
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